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c snob ' coming to his assistance, he said drily : " Show him
into the strangers' room." He was not going to hurry
himself for this fellow, and finished his tea before repairing
to that forlorn corner.
A tallish man was standing in the middle of the little
room, thin and upright, with a moustache brushed arro-
gantly off his lips, and a single eyeglass which seemed to
have grown over the right eye, so unaided was it. There
were corrugations in his thin weathered checks, and in his
thick hair flecked at the sides with grey. Soamcs had no
difficulty in disliking him at sight.
" Mr. Forsyte, I believe ? "
Soamcs inclined his head.
" You made use of an insulting word to my daughter
last night in the presence of several people."
" Yes ; it was richly deserved."
" You were not drunk, then ? "
" Not at all," said Soames.
His dry precision seemed to disconcert the visitor, who
twisted his moustache, frowned his eyeglass closer to his
eye, and said :
" I have the names of those who overheard it. You
will be good enough to write to each of them separately
withdrawing your expression unreservedly."
" I shall do nothing of the kind."
A moment's silence ensued.
" You are an attorney, I believe ? "
" A solicitor."
" Then you know the consequences of refusal."
" If your daughter likes to go into Court, I shall be happy
to meet her there."
" You refuse to withdraw ? "
" Absolutely."
" Good evening, then ! "